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nine turns of the plough, too small to grow enough bread
even for mere man and wife. Yet there were families
in the village that had to live off these puny holdings. . . ,
Crops had not yet been gathered, and dense flocks of crows
hovered noisily about and joyously picked their living
off the unharvested fields. Some of the strips of land had
already been ploughed for the fall seeding, others had just
been fertilised and awaited the hand of a woman to scatter
the black heaps of manure. Far away on a rise of ground
and drenched in sunlight towered a windmill and still
farther, wrapped in a bluish haze, were other villages
with the sky seeming to rest ujjon the roofs of the dark
barns. . . .

Outwardly the old village had not undergone the
slightest change in the years that I had been away.
The same muddy street, the same dwarfed houses with the
puny windows and thatch roofs, the same foul smells, the
same surly dogs, the same wretched gardens, the same
strips of land and the same bone-breaking methods of
tillage; the same scene of poverty, desolation and
helplessness in the face of an indulgent and bountiful
nature.

Of a sudden I heard a piercing scream. I halted and
listened. It grew louder and louder, a scream of terror
and agony. I hurried in the direction from which it came,
across a patch of potatoes, past a barn and orchard and into
a garden, and there on the wet grass was a woman on
her knees battering away furiously with both fists at a
girl crouched? at her feet.

'Auntie, dearest,' the girl screamed between loud gasps,
Til never again, never, never, may my feet fall off, if I
ever come here again ! Oh, my God !'

But the woman continued) her battering with unabated
ferocity. Two- men suddenly darted forward from the
orchard and pulled the woman away from the prostrate
girl. One of the men was an elderly person with a beard
that covered his face like a mat, all but the soft, bulbous
nose, the small brilliant eyes, and the tops of the cheeks.
The other was a young man.

'What's it all about, Matrena ? ' queried the older man
in astonishment, as he hung on to the protesting hands
pf the iptfuriated woman.